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captain had decided to abandon her and go on board the Ocean^
as an hour had passed since she was disabled, and the Ocean
seemed to have no intention of taking her in tow. This was
shortly afterwards confirmed. Under the circumstances, I think
the captain of the Irresistible was justified, since nothing was
to be gained by exposing his officers and men to the enemy's
fire, at a range at which they could hardly fail to hit so large a
target at rest.

The Irresistible was then heading towards the Asiatic shore,
in the backwater of Erenkeui Bay, drifting slowly towards
Kephez Point, only a few hundred yards inshore of the current
setting swiftly down the Straits in the opposite direction. At
the same time a light southerly breeze was drifting her towards
the shore. I felt it was imperative, if she was to be salved, to
tow her those few hundred yards into the current as soon as
possible. So I signalled to the Ocean : " The Admiral directs
you to take Irresistible in tow." To which the Ocean replied
that there was insufficient water to do so.

It was obvious that the Irresistible would eventually drift
on shore, unless she foundered first, and I made up my mind
to torpedo her; the possibility of her falling into the hands
of the enemy was simply unthinkable. I told Metcalfe (captain
of the Wear} to have two torpedoes ready, but first to sound
towards the shore, as I felt certain that she was much farther
out than the captain of the Ocean imagined. I was soon able
to signal to the Ocean that there was more than 15 fathoms of
water for half a mile inshore of the Irresistible, and I repeated
the Admiral's signal, directing the Ocean to take the Irresistible
in tow, but received no reply. Meanwhile the Ocean was
steaming to and fro at a good speed, engaging Batteries 7 and 8
with primary and secondary armament, and the Swiftsure was
lying still in Erenkeui Bay plastering the Asiatic hillsides, from
which much indirect fire from howitzers and field guns was
coming ; Whitecliffs seemed to be screened from her. Battery 7
was firing at the Ocean* and 8 and Whitecliffs transferred their
attention to the Wear> when she drew out clear of the Irresistible
on her sounding expedition. The fire from the six-inch guns
at Whitecliffs was particularly unpleasant; the battery was in
the hills above us, sufficiently close to clearly distinguish men
at the guns; and the flash of the guns and the arrival of the